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Author's Notes: 
A small idea that came to mind ;) 


The first time they kissed, they were both drunk. Not shitfaced or wasted or anything, but moderately buzzed. 
It was night time, the stars hanging above their heads against black skies and Dave had had the brilliant idea 
that they would go to the park. Stumbling in the semi-darkness of the few and far between scattered street 
lights that led them along the trampled path and through the woods, they giggled loudly at nothing in 
particular. James fell and scraped his knee through the ripped knee of his blue jeans, something else they 
merely laughed off. Half supporting each other's weights, they stopped by an old bridge, watching the running 
water below their feet as they stood on top of the rough, worn wooden bars. James was clutching a half 
empty bottle of Heineken in his hand, and somehow the unoccupied hand found its way to Dave's where it 
rested against the damp railing. Fingers gently lacing, their worlds stopped and Dave picked up his head, hazel 
eyes shifting from the black streams of water onto dim blue orbs. Without a word, James leaned in and their 
lips met. Surreal was the only word they could use to describe, and almost like a stolen dream. It remained a 


bright memory even as the next day's hangover grabbed ahold of them. 


The second time, they were lying on the soft grass close to the railroad tracks at the outskirts of the city. 
The sky was painted a bright blue shade, except for a few white clouds rolling by which the sun occasionally 
peeked through. A light breeze swept over their bare arms, ruffling their wild manes. James was lying on his 
belly, his arms folded beneath his chin and propping his head up. The blonde curls were hanging like thick 
tresses in front of his boyish face. Dave was on his back, arms and legs spread out and his head turned 
towards the other boy. The hem of the redhead's shirt had slid up to reveal a sliver of skin, his belly button 
peeking out. It was rare that they got a moment to themselves these days, everything was so rushed and 
they were busy with gigs almost every night. Puffing on a cigarette, Dave watched the smoke swirl through 
the air as he exhaled lazily through his nose. Both boys were silent, hearing the train roaring in on the nearby 
tracks and the wind brush through the trees. It felt like a sanctuary in the midst of all the chaos the city left 
behind, peaceful and calm. Without a word, James snatched the cigarette from between Dave's full lips as he 
shifted closer, not caring about the grass stains on his jeans. When their lips met, Dave immediately responded, 
dark eyes falling shut and a big, callused hand cupping the back of James' head. Both were sober. 


The third time, they were home alone. The tiny living room was dim lit by a single blurry wall lamp, debris 
scattered all across the floor. Empty beer bottles/cans, playboy magazines, instruments. Clothes, trays, junk 
food containers. Half empty mugs of cocoa and cups of coffe. It smelled of decay, a sort of unpleasant tang, 
but neither of the boys felt much like tidying up the mess. They were lying on the scruffy, grease stained 
couch, and watching some rerun of an old shitty B-movie neither could remember the plot of, although both 
knew they'd seen it before. James breathed in the scent of corn chips and too much cologne reeking off of 
Dave. He was strecthed out with his calves dangling off the arm rest. The older boy was lying on top of him, 
how form warm, and the taller boy wrapped an arm around the smaller's waist, his heart skipping a beat when 
it wasn't rejected. Blue eyes fluttered shut, as plump and vaguely chapped lips brushed against James‘ pulse 
point. It made him shudder, a warm wet tongue travelling along the tender skin of his neck. A soft moan 
errupting as a tan hand found its way beneath the fabric of a flimsy white tank top, brushing porcelain white 
skin James shifted and their eyes met, brown on blue, before their lips did the same. 


The fourth time, they hung out behind the apartment building. A party was raging inside the apartment, Lars 
having invited everyone they knew and half the people that had turned up were folks they had never even 
seen before. Everything was provided, from the usual snacks and more alcohol than anyone could suck up, to 
party drugs and weed. Escaping the chaos raging several feet overhead, the boys found themselves hiding out 
on their own, smoking and silently enjoying each others' company. They could hear the loud music, and smell 
the smoke of joints and cigs coming from the balcony upstairs. The evening air was moist and mist, like a 
rainfall would soon be upon them now that the cooler air of California winter time swooped in. Dave shivered, 
goosebumps breaking out along his exposed ankles as his pants were too short, and he noticed how the tip of 
James' nose was tinted by a pinkish hue. They shared some trivial chatter of various girls and the days gone 
by, passing the lighter back and forth between them as they smoked the blunts they'd snatched with them. 
Fingers brushed as their chuckles filtered through the air, mellowed out by the slight high. Then James 
grabbed Dave by the upper arms, shoving him unceremoniously against the chilly concrete wall and swallowing 
the gasp about to escape the redhead's mouth in a demanding kiss. All Dave's defenses crumbled and disperged, 
his big hands holding onto James’ round ass cheeks. 


The fifth time, they were in a hotel room. Lars and Cliff were sharing, despite Lars having protested, whining 


about how he wanted to bunk with James because Cliff snored. James had stood his ground, stubbornly 
demanding he'd share with Dave for the night, and some time around half past | am, fumbling with their keys, 
he had managed to open the door to their joined suite. Having decided not to join their band mates at the 
nearest bar, they'd gone to see a movie at a real, old time theater. They'd been curious about what NYC had 
to offer and how it differed from LA. They hadn't been disappointed. Without turning the lights on, they 
tumbled to one of the slim beds by accident when Dave's calves hit the bedside, and he grabbed James' t- 
shirt for support only to yank the taller boy down with him. Their bodies hitting the mattress with a thump, 
the younger on top of the older, the tension surged in, the temptation too strong. Warm, wet lips glided 
together, tongues swirling as hands explored. Groped. Touched. Squeezed. Stroked. Venturing and eliciting delicious 
pleasure noises. It was their little secret, locked away with them in some dingy, half rated hotel room. For the 
first time, James noticed the freckles scarely strewn across the bridge of the redhead's nose. He'd never 


forget the look in the other boy's eyes when he came undone, a fire burning from within 
There never was a sixth time. 


Dave awoke to an empty bed and cold sheets. He picked his clothes up off the floor where they lay in a 
rumpled heap, dressing but unable to locate his second sock. His duffle bags already stood ready and packed by 
the door, making him frown in confusion when they weren't supposed to be leaving for at least another week. 
Leaving the bags behind, Dave met up with the rest of the band at lunch time in the half assed dining hall. 
They'd been waiting, expecting him. James wasn't looking his way, blue eyes staring off as if strangely intrigued 
by the bare, white walls encapsuling them. Guilt written all over his face. Lars expression was set tough, jaw 
clenched as he laid it all out, bluntly and tactlessly as always. Dave didn't understand at first, threw a fit and a 
tantrum, his temper getting the best of him. Expecting James to stand up for him, defend him and tell him he 
wouldn't allow this. Expecting someone to watch his back. But he was on his own, the tears welling up in his 
eyes. Making them sting. They'd all turned against him, he was out and all they had to offer him was a cheap 
cross country bus ticket. Not even a second chance, no warnings. Hazel eyes, swimming in wetness, darted 
from Cliff's uneasy face, to Lars' almost pleased smirk, to James‘ clearly ashamed pout, and he swallowed hard 
to force down the lump in his throat. His pride torn, and his heart breaking, Dave hung his head low when he 
was forced to turn on his heel and go fetch his few belongings, globs of tears trailing rapidly down his cheeks 
and dripping off his chin. 


Returning to the suite that same afternoon, James felt like he didn't have the strength to go on. Lars had 
given him the only ultimateum possible, and he had to swallow the bait or walk away. Selfishly and out of fear, 
he'd stood behind the drummer's decision to let Dave go. Shutting the door, the memories of the night before 
flooded James’ mind, leaving behind an inner turmoil, his feet feeling lazy and unreponsive as he dragged them 
across the carpeted floor. Tired, wary eyes fell upon something that lay forgotten beneath the bedstand and 
crouching, the blond got down on his knees with a frown. Reaching out, his fingerstips brushed against wooly 
fabric as he pulled out the dirty sock that had lay hidden from view. Dave's dirty sock. James dropped it to 
the floor as if burnt, sucking in a deep, hitching breath while his eyes went wide. His chest felt tight and 
constricted, like he couldn't breathe, the remorse weighing him down until his body ached. Until his head 
pounded, and his heart stung. Burying his face against the pale sheets that still bore the faint scent of Dave, 
and of their previous night time escapades, he wept so hard his shoulders shook. 


